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you to give me another whaleboat so that I can go into New York
without being in constant danger of landing in the Provost."
Stedman slapped his thigh. " All insane, Oliver, except you and
me and our friends and the poor private soldiers who have to suffer
for the madnesses of their leaders! It's no wonder that rebels are
for ever deserting to us, and our men continually deserting to the rebels.
Ah well, Oliver, I'll do as you ask ; and in return I want you to carry
a message to New York for me. It isn't official, Oliver : it'll just be
part of the information you picked up in the south. I won't make it
official, because I'm an American and nobody'd listen to me. I want
you to repeat it to every one you see. You'll have to report to head-
quarters when you reach New York, so ask for Clinton and tell him
what I say. Tell him it's the general opinion in the south. Would you
be willing?"
" Of course," I said. " I'll tell Clinton. I'll tell Thompson. I'll
tell every one."
" They won't believe you," Stedman said hopelessly. " Still, that's
no reason for not saying it. Here's what you're to say. You tell every
one you see that Washington'll never attack New York. He's coming
down^here to attack us."
" Are you sure ? "
" As sure as I am of anything," Stedman said. " Look, Oliver : a
few days ago Cornwallis's main force set out to move in this direction.
He was being watched by that little Frenchman, Lafayette. Lafayette
got the idea that he could jump on Cornwallis's columns while they
were moving, so he made a forced march and jumped. Cornwallis
was waiting for him, and gave him a terrible beating. Lafayette's
whole force was driven into a swamp ; his cannon were captured;
and if darkness hadn't shut down when it did, Simcoe's Rangers wpuld
have moved after him and destroyed him entirely.
" Now look, Oliver : this little Lafayette boy is Washington's pet,
and he's a spoiled child. He's mad as a March hare over his defeat,
and his French love of glory has been severely dented. There's only one
way he can wipe out his disgrace, and that's by persuading Washington
to come down here and put an end to this army of Cornwallis's. There's
a rumour going around that the French fleet is sailing away from the
West Indies to escape the hurricane season, and that it's coining
here.
" I think that's the truth, Oliver, and I know just what's going to
happen. Washington never refused Lafayette anything. He can't. He
turns to putty when Lafayette asks for something. That little French
boy's no more fit to be a general and plan a battle than a baby is; but
he wanted to be a general, so Washington let him be one. Then he
wanted to plan a battle, and Washington let him. Now he wants